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T O THE 



Right Honourable 



THE 



Lord ASHLEY, 



M 



/ 



Y LORE*. 



1"^Here are many Reafons which 
ought to have kept me from 
troubling your Lordfhip with 
thvt Addrefsj but I am willing fbme- 
times to believe there are Others that 
will a little excufe my Prefumption ; 

A i I have 



The Dedication. 

I have been long tempted to ufe the 
firft Opportunity that fhould offer, to 
exprefs my particular Veneration for 
You. - 1 with, My Lord, I had now 
been happy in a better occafion, or that 
you would not take an Opinion of my 
Reipefr and Efteem for You, from the 
meannefs of this Prefent. 
' Authors of all Ages are generally 
fond of their own Productions ; but 
the Oldeft and Youngeft are molt In- 
feded with this Vanity. Yet I am 
not. fo partial to this my firft Eflay, 
but I know it wants many Perfedrions 
to be fit to come before You. If it Di- 
verts you when you are pleas'd to be 
free from the Publick Concerns, which 
fo often Employ You, 'tis the utmoft 
of rriy pretences ; I mall be proud of its 
goo<i Fortune, and ha ve no caufe to re-* 
pent i had the Courage to own it. 

Your Lordfliip has iufficiently prov'd 
that the Gallant Man, and the Man of 

Bufinefs 



The Dedication. 

Bufinefs are not incompatable ; No 
Man ever difcover'd fo early fuch a 
vaft Capacity for the Bufinefs you have 
undertaken. And fince you confent- 
ed to be chofen a Member of the Houfe 
of Commons , None ever appear'd 
more Sollicitous for the Publick Good, 
or knew better how to promote it than 
your Lordfhip. You have joyn'd the 
Vivacity of Youth, with the Wifdom 
and Temper of Age, and already fe- 
cur'd your Self a Character, which o- 
thers liave been Labouring for whole 
Ages with lefs fuccefs. 

But your Thoughts in affairs of high- 
eft confequence, however weighty in 
themfelves, never fit heavy on you ; 
you are not difcompos'd by them, or 
prevented from a moderate Enjoyment 
of thofe Pleafures, which are the Pro- 
piety of men of your Witand Quality. 
Thole who have the Honour to be 
intimate with You, and are acquaint- 

: ed 



The T>edkdtkn. 

ed with the fweetnefs of your Difpo? 
iition, and Your unaffected eafineis to 
Your Private Friends, give us fuch 
Idea's of You, that to be (ilent here, 
would be an injuftice to Your Merit \ 
Jbowever faulty we make our felves by 
it to Your Lordftiip. I can now almoft 
pleafe my felf, that I am no better 
known to You ; for certainly my Dif- 
cretion could not reftrain me from con- 
futing my own, more than Your 
Lordfhips pleafure,(n dwelling on this 
Subject. - 

The World have fo High an Opini- 
on of Your Worth, that they will ex- 
cufe me for fpeaking of You, tho 'tis 
even in a Dedication; They will only 
blame me for concluding fo foon ; but 
*tis that only which can give me any 
hopes of procuring Your Pardon. 

Such indeed frequently abufe a Man 
of Quality, with unfeafonable Prailes 
who have iervile ends to promote- by 

it: 
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The Dedication. 

it : but my defign is purely to exprefs 
my Zeal for .Your Lordfhip. I have, 
not yet Learn't to Flatter , and it 
mifcarries fo often of late , that the 
VileftAuthors begin to be afham'd of it. 
Moft of thefe Poems, which I hum' 
bly Dedicate to You, were Written by 
arerfon in Love, in thofe Hours 
which he devoted totheContemplation 
of his Miftrefs : Your Lordfhip, who is 
fo well with the Fair Sez y muft have 
been fenfible of that Paffion, which 
makes us think not always fo juftly as 
we ought, you will then pity the Errors 
you find here, /f you can t excufe them; 
but / Tremble, my Lord, when / think 
thereis not one inconfiderable enough to 
efcapeyou. Yet tho /leave Your Lord- 
fhip with thefe apprehenfions of your 
Juftice, / would not wholly difpair of 
Your Mercy. 

/ am, My Lori % 

Your Lordfhips moft Obe- 
dient and moft Humble 
Sei vant. 

if. OUmixtat. 
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A Fter I have ventured to declare, Thatmoft of 
rf* thefe Poems were Written in Imitation of 
Afiacreotfs Manner y I [ball be excused for keeping 
the Reader a little while from them ; fince *t$s ne- 
ceffary Ifiould Explain my meaning to fame who 
"may think me too forward. Itvijh I underfiood A- 
nacreon as well as a great many Gentlemen, who 
perhaps don't Love him better ; but I believe I know 
enough of him, and of the reftof the Ancients, to 
find be excelPd them all in the Lyrick way cf Writ- 
ing* for the Naivete of his Thoughts, and Ex- 
prejfionS) for his Gaiety and good Humour, for his 
Delicacy and P leaf ant ry , and for most of the 
Qualities of an honefi Gsntleman and a Lover. 
Of all the Ancients Catullus and Horace were hap- 

- ' piejt 



The Preface. 

pesf in their Imitation of Anacreon ; Catullus 
Copfied the Delicate Turn of his Thought , the 
foftnefs, fmplieity, and neglwenceofhis Expref- 
jtOB~TwrMonfouY Raprn teas us, Wis not always 
ff m fr «m Ajf w &ptifm * H o race i m it a ted Mm .w.mu 
Gaiety and good "Humour \ but he is not fo Natural, 
f> Sweet and infnuating at Anacreon, who is ever 
Plea/ant, Free and Qr^etfa^ and for the Naivete 
of Thoughts f J believe wit never home his Equal. 
I might fay much more of Anacreon, and the com- 
forum between him, Catullus and jfWace ; but I 
mil have ttfbffy^fcFi Q&fik*S~4?d acquaint 
the Reader w^TOlMwJr? immdi amy relates to 
the Verfes I here Publifb. I have tnde&vour'd 
everywhere to be.Eafyand Natural ' 9 tofaynomore 
thdrfivbat sift-; dhviH) from the Subjdf. I have 
avoided t as, pr as 1 could, the Faults of fuch . at 
ha*Oi ".'jpfftttn^ of Hove hefore me'i^hey were t Jbme 
'of' ihem, Witty QetiilemM, but\ they, ftldom Jt**k 
warmly of their, Mifirrjfss J&autie'sfdr iheir own 
Paffion \ when ihry pretend to ify they difcover a 
greater value for^'ihemfelves t -and would be rather 
thought Witty and Learned, than Hearty and Paf 
ftonaie> linuft <onfefs y .l was nevet touched by any 
vf i&eje Famous- Authors. I can (earce read them 
without Indignation, hut I btlieve_ their Mifireffes 
were 4s told as their Verfes, and then I am better fa- 
tisfd. After what Mt. Walfh . has Informed us 
ff their Mfftakes in his judicious Preface to hii 
Poems, 



The Preface. 

Poems, there k little mare far me f or any Mam, 
to fey on that SubjeB : Tou will find nothing in 
this little Volume Jtut what was the Red Sentiments 
of my Heart} at the time I Writ it, and be that 
prill not give himfilf a greater Liberty Jeas no need to 
fear being though fore'd, or uunaturd* whichlk 
the greatefi Viee in Verfes of Love and GaBgntry. 

*Tis true , when a Man lndufiriouffy avoids 
Art 7 he will be in danger of becoming fiat and in* 
fifid. But we mufi, never let it of fear too vijibly^and 
tehen we mingle it in a Poem, wemujt manage it fo, 
that it may feem a&of a Piece. Art mufi never 
be tooJngbfor Nature, nor Nature too low for Art, 
Effect dy in the Affairs of Love, where the Ladies 
are to be our "Judges, who are very nice in fuch mat- 
ters, and wiU frequently be more taken with a Pap 
fionate Look or Gesture, than with formal Sfeeches, 
or i hefnefi Arguments . As I have imitated Ana- 
creon in this Naivete of Thought . So 1 have 
followed him in his tegular meafure ; and I was 
once almoft refohfd to call the Poems that were writ- 
ten in imitation of his manner, Odes ; The Num~ 
hers being as exa&ly trfd, and as truly Lyrical as 
I could make them .Hut the Numbers are too regular 
and the Poems were not divided into Stanza's, ac- 
cording to the Modern Charatfer of an Ode. 
Tho A nacreon did not fit us this Examfle, neither 
did [Pindar dkw himfelf to be fo Ltcentt 'us 
in his Meafure, as fome who would have us believe 

thay 
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they have Imitated him. Js for the Stanza, 
Hints and Moderns have frequently u?d it, 
very beautiful in thofe who perfectly under Jt and it ; 
jet the fenfe being to be often closed, and a Connexi- 

8 of the whole to be fitU continued ; there are fen? 
it can confine themfebufs to fuck narrow Limits ; 
r when they fir ive to be Correft in the Stan- 
^ y their Tlniugh'ts r ^ear impetfe0 and confused L 
and have nothing of that Native freedom whim 
ought every where to fbine in Poetry. To avoid 
thefe Errors, I have given myfelf more room i but 
fiill obfernfd one manner \ and kept my Verfes to 
feven or eight Feet, which admits of afifter Ca- 
dence, and in little things, pleafes the Ear better 
than the Englifh Heroick of Ten Syllables. Be- 
tides, having Hudfd to be always Lyric al^ the 
Numbers according to *Mr. Dennis (who is one 
of our belt fudges) fbould not be extended beyond 
the eighth Syllable. The Heroick Meafure U mot e 
(bunding, and by confequence not fb futtable to the 
Softnels of my Subject, which is generally Love, 
nor to the Jimplicity of the Thought and Expreffion, 
which I hope will no where appear Forced or Af- 

feffed. 

If I have not fucceeded in Englifhing the 
Two Satires out of Boileau, fo well as thofe 
Gentlemen who have done fome others of them, 
and from whom more is to beexpetfed, I may at 
ieafi affirmtfhey have not kept clofer to the Ori- 
ginal 



The Prefece. 

ginal y than I have ; and Perhaps being too ten* . 
der of the Refutation of that great Man, to min- 
gle wy own Thoughts with his 7 or take the liberties 
which are allow'd in an Imitation , 1 was obliged in 
fame places,, where I ftrove to be Litter al, t*^ 
fpetk too much like Profe ; I hope, however, this 
fault will not be often founder very much to my dif- 
Advantage. 

* • 

The Tranjlations out of Catullus, &C have 
been often Attempted before, I mufi own I was 
not pleased with them myfelf, nor perhaps will the 
World be morefatisffd with mine : I think, how- 
ever y in the Numbers and the Turn, 1 have 
been more Faithful to the Originals ; yet I don't 
always keep to* em too fervilely. 

After all I can fay to insinuate my felf into 
the favour of the Publick, I /ball make no de- 
pendance on my Excufes, though I have mam to 
Offer, which have at leafi a Colour of Reafon ; 
Poetry has not been the bufinefs of my Life ; 
I fbould reckon it amdngfi my Misfortunes if it 
had ; I only , like Prince Arthur , made it my 
Diverfton, and perhaps , like him, it may be only 
* Pleafure to the Author. 7 Tis too Rich a Stud) 
to be a Mans confiant Diet y but proper to relijb 
fuch as are more Grave , ant} more Profita- 
ble. 

Mr. 



Tht Prefecc. 



Mr. Walfli teSs us, A M*n ought to be tut 
of Love to Correct theft Pieces which be Wrirei 
in his Amorous Furies ; but I have not had the 
Patience to tarry for that difinal Hour , and I 
hope 'twill be I ah before it truer takes me. This 
rviB be jome excufe for me to the Fair andToung, 
whoje Hearts are in the fame Circumstances ; 
and if fome Errors may have efcafd me, they 
will, for their own fakes, forgive fuch follies 
which my Pajf/ion has made me Guilty of. 

There are fome who will condemn me for be- 
ing too familiar in my Love Defer iptions, attd 
going beyond the fever ity of Religion : Thefe are 
a fort of Perfons who will have the Liberty of 
their Thoughts, in fpite of Law or Reafon, 
who having loft their Tafi [if ever they had any) 
for things of this Nature y are difgufted at the 
Pleafures others Enjoy, and they are whoBy inca- 
pable of If they were People that could be con~ 
vtnfd by Good Senfe , what the Bijbop of Ro- 
chefter fays on this, in his Life of Cowley, is 
enough to fatisfy them< If Devout or Vertuous 
Men will 'Supercilioufly forbid the Minds of 
the Young, to Adorn thofe Subje&s, about 
which they are moft converfant, they would 
put them out of all capacity of performing 
Greater Matters when they come to them, for 

the. 



The Preface 

the excrcifes of all Mens Wits, muft be always 
proper for their Age. 

s 

But left the Ladies , whom I defire chiefly t* 
Pleafe, and fear always to Offend, jhould be tre- 
nail' don by thefe faljeftrufks y to think ii of the 
following Poems ; I ajfure them here is nothing 
which has not already been allow* d of by the moll 
Vertuous, as mil as the moft Charming of their 
Sex. 
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Errata. 

IN the Prdhoe, peg. 3. fte?. flhr Vk§ read Mn£ £tjf 
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TO 

\ F L A V I A, 

^ \'*K 7 Hz* • f A«*<» is your Bounty ceaft, 
' VV With the poor Bliffcsl poffcft j 

Pofleft, but as a Brother IhouM, 

By halves you have been always good, 

At leaft |o me, when much I fear, 

» 

£or othws notfiing is too dear. 
, Ah/ Fltvid, I would fain believe, 

You ye not skilful to deceive ; 
^ Such i outhfrom Artifice is free, 
\ And you arc only kind to me ; 

B Th 
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Tho' did you Love, as you profeft , 
You'd give me more, or give me left, 
If you at firft had us'd me ill, 
You might with rcafon do it ftill ; 
You wouM have had a mock excufc, ^ 
To torture me, or to refine. 
But when you can fo far comply, 
The reft 'tis folly to deny, 
Unlefs uncommon ways you ufc, 
And finite on thofe you would abufe. 
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CONTEST. 



HElpmc, help me! Gentle Love ; 
AU my wandring thoughts remove j 

t 

r Fix 'em where they fhould be true, 
They are all CorumJs due. 

If a long and awful Reign, 

i-"* : * ..'...■ 

v ' Can in Love a Right obtain. 

Or convince me, I am wrong, 
1 Tell me*7 She has rul'd too long r 
Tdl me .' That (he was unkind ? 
That to Love fhe ne're inelin'd ; 

B * That 
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That her Arbitrary fway 
Taught me firft to difobey, 
Oh! inftru&mewhattofay. 
I, confounded with my fhamc, 
Dare not own another Flame. 
Subjefts, when they change a King^ 
Should fome Lawful Re&fons bring ; 
All my Reafons feemtoo weak, 
I am Dumb and cannot fpeak ; 
How can I fuch Beauty wrong, 
One fo Witty, Gay and Young; 
Every Charm, and every Grace, 
Dwells in my Corinnfs Face : 
But my Cloe is as Fair, 
Happier in a Charming Air I 
So much Beauty, fo much youth, 
So much Innocence and Truth, 
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( 5 ) 
*Tis impoffiblc to fee, 

And for Loving cenfure me. 
Sure Cor inns cannot blame, 
Such a hopeful, happy Flame ; 
When fhe knows that if I burn, 
Tis in hopes of a return. 
Love, thy Dictates I perfue, , 
Tell me therefore, what to do ; 
Shall I with Corinn* part, 
Shall I threw hcrfrom my Heart ? 
She docs ftill my fuit rcfufe, 
Is not that a good excufe ? 
Oh ! Jf 'tis not, tell me how 
Jufticecan my Change allow ? 
Thou didft firft my Soullnfpin?, 
Thou doft fet my Heart on Fire, 
When Cori*ns I remove, 
Witnefs, all the fault is Love j 
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B 3 Let 



Let the Treachery be thine?. 
And the Frailty only naifiq. 
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TO 






CL OE 



PRethcc Cloe, not fo feft, 
Let's not run and Wed in haft ; 
We've a thoufand things to do, 
[ Youmuftfly, and I perfue; 
\ Tou muft frown, and I muft figh ; 
. lintrcat, and you deny. 

.rj 

Stay 1 — ~TjT I am never croft, 
Half the Pleafure will be loft ; 



B 4 Be 



Ee, or feem to be feverc, . 
Give me reafon to Defpair j 
Fondnefe will my Wifhes cloy, 
Make me carelefs of the Joy. 
Lovers may of courfc copiplain 
Of their trouble and their pain ; 
But if Baiji anc^rotoble ccafi 
Love VitHout it wffinot pl&fer 
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PE RFUME 

Taken outof a 

Young Ladie's Bolbm. 

BEgon / Bold Rival from my Fair, 
Thou haft no Plea forBufinds there '; 
'Twere needlefs where the Lilly grows, 
To add Perfumes, or to the Rofe ; 
Faint are die Sweets which thou canft give, 
To thofe which in her Bofom Live ; 

Thence 



( to ) 

Thence tender Withes, Amorous Sighs, 
J^ove's Breath, the richeft Odours rife. 
Notarl iheSpi ce s ef the £*/, 
Nor Indian Grove nor Pktnix Neft, 
Send forth an Odour to compare 
With what we find to pleafe, us there 
W*teretf*tre hteleen t> profiife, 

Thy little Arts are of noufe. 
Thou canft not add a gfticd to her, 

She's all Perfe&ion every where. 
Speak &wcy thing, for I win know 
How much to her, and me you owe. 
Whence com* this fweetnefs fo Divine ^ 
Speak^s ithejv* is k thine ? 
Ha 7 Varlet, by the fragrant fmell 
'Tis net's, all her's, I know it well j 
I know you rob'd Olivia's Store, 
But hence ! For you fhall fteal no more. 

Be 



» \» 
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?cgooc! Shehas noroomfbrtbce, 
Olivia's bofom muft be free, 
For nothing but for Lweandme. 
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TheGROVE- 

OH! 'tisfweet, 'tis wondrous fwcet, 
When I and Ammlis meet, 
In a flagrant Shady Grove, — 
Fullof Willies, full of Love: 
Oh! What pretty things we fay, 
How the Minutes fly away, 
IXfafca li^rith glances mingling KiiTes, 
We prepare for foftcr Blifles > 
On fome Moffey-bank we lye, 
Play and touch, imbracc and dye : 
Then from little feuds and jars, 
We proceed to Amorous Wars. 
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i Oh 1 how many Heavens we find, 

i lam Young and (he is Kind. 

i Kind and Free without defign, 
r Mine at Will, and only mine ; 

Smiling always, always toying ; 

Ever fond, yet never cloying ; 
1 Could the coldeft Hermit fee 
* Hah the fwects EnjoyM by me* 
f Happy once to fee her Eyes, 
r Prcfs her L^> ^ and hear her Sighs, 
'. CJa J p her Wail and touch her Skin, 

Soon he would ibrget the Sin, 

All his darling hopes of Blifs 

In a diltant Pai adife, 

All with eafe he would refign 
For a minute's tafte of mine. 



To 
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FAir 0«hm tdl me why 
You are often iieard to fighj 
Why your Eyes are often fan 
Kind as Lovcrt fhould have been ; 
Tell me, Madam, what you mean ? 
Something does your Sdulimploy, 
Love or Anger, Grief or joy, 
By the Symptoms we difcover j 
Something even of a Lover: 
Love, like Murder, will appear, 
Tho' you take thegreateft care. 
Every motion will reveal 
What you (tragic to conceal, Hidt 



Hide it not, for I perceive 
When your Breaftsbegin to heave, 
When they rife, and when they fell, 
Then I fee, and know it all ; 
They ia fpitc of all your Art, 
Tell the Conflifts of yourHeart, 
Every throb and pant repeat. 
Equal time and motion beat, 
But for whom your Wifhes grow, 
That, Oh! that, I cannot know. 
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The P ICTVR E 

PAintcr I have often feen, 
What a Flatterer thou haft beenj 
Take thy Pencil now arid fhew 

What thy Art with Truth candty ' } 
Paint me with the niceft care, 
One that's young and wondrous fair, 
Paint Corinnfs Mein and Air, 

* i 

On her Eyes imploy thy skill , . 

Mike 'em Kind, but make 'em Kill, - 
Make 'cm foft, and make 'em bright, 
Let 'cm, like her own, delight, 
Draw her Fore-head, then her Nofe, 

t's Beautiful fuppofe, Madt 



g^Ukhai 
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Made for Love and Lovers bliflcs, 
Cheeks and Lips defign'dfor kifTes, 
Lips fo red and Teeth Co white. 
Fancy cannnot do her right. 
Such a white and fuch a red, 
Never can bethought or faid ; 

AH thy Colours wiii not do, 
Search abroad and feek for new. 

See if nature can fupply, 
Colours of fo fine a dye ; 
Draw her Neck, and then her Breaf 
Draw— What muft not be Expreft. 
Charm me with her fhape and Skin, 
Let her be all oVe Divine* 
In her Pi&ure let her fee ; 
What fhe ftill deny's to me, 
Make her {mile, and fhe Will own, 
Naught fb hateful as a frown. 
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T O 

Mr. Sergeant 

Inviting bim into the Country. 

COme my Ttyrjif, come away, 
Don't your Joy and mine delay ; 
But to make, 'em both compleat, 
Come and tafle of my retreat 
Tis not fuch as Hermits boaft, 
When by men or Fortune croft, 
To fome Ceil the Fools repair, 
And imagine hleiTjfffi there. 
Make their virtue a pretence, 
Ik. JtorHl nature and offence. 
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Shun the World which in return, 
Treats them with negleft ancUcorn. 
Nothing looks in my retreat, 
Difcontented or unfweet. 
True— 'tis private, and ybu know, 

Love and Friendfhip flaould be fd, 
Solitude diffolves the mind, 
Makes it plcafant, free, anc^ &nd i 
All our niceft beauties here, 

i 

Scorn th' appearance of fcvere. 

Seldom, very feldom known, 

To be fierce j or force a frown i 

Seldom are Untimely coy, 

When invited to the joy ; 

But with woridrous cafe comply,* 

Or with equal Grace deny. 

When froth my Cateffes free, 

Love jQiati force thy thoughts from me , 

C* ' Hip 



Happy in fuch fweet amours, 
We will pafs our hafty hours. 
You with Sjfvid, or with Pkfc, 
Conftant I, with Amaryllis, 
Court and Kifs 'em all the Day ; 
All the Evening toy and play, 

All the night-hold!-N6he fhall know, 
What at night we mean to do. 
Be it how it will, you'll find 
Nature only makes 'em kind, 

Oft fuch pleafures may be known, 
You have felt J em in theTown ; 
Yet my, my Tlyrfis, you'll confefs, 
Fears and Dangers make'em lefs. 
Crouds, Difeafes, feuds arid noife, 
Render 'em imperfett joys* 
But in ihades and filence given, 
Every Extafy is Heaven. 
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T HE 



A. 



Country Wit. ; 

A Country Wit who came toTown, . 
Was wondrous willing to be fcnown, 

* ■ » ■ * 

And that he might not tarry long, 
He law a Flay and writ a Song. 
But this however not . enough, 
He went to WilPs and borrowed {huff, 

From Dryd&ts box with many more, 

> ■■ ■ . 

Who beg'd the liberty before ; . ; 

For you muft know amongft the Beaux, 
Wit always enters by the Nofe r 
And paffing quickly to the Brain , 
Comes tickling down in verfe again. 

• c 3 Our 



Our Wit thus favoured writes apace. 
You read the Author in his face 
With Sennet, Elegy and Ode, 
He crams a Book and comes abroad. 
But Ob •' . the fate of human things, 
In vain he writes, in vain he lings, 
The Town uncivilly rcfufc, 
To liften to a Country Mufe ; 
And fcarcc will condefcend to damn, 
This mighty Candidate of fame, 

$>own to his Seat, the Cox-comb goes* 
He rail's at Critfcks Wits and Beaus. 
He fwears that non-fence is prefer^], 
That merit never meets reward, 

* ' • • • * 

That envy makes the Criticks curfe, 
His Poems while they publifhworfe j 

t * , 

That fpite of what they think or lay, 
He'll write or print as well as they. 

t.. • * v- To 
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T O 

The "Bath and ZelinJa in it. 

OH! could I change my form like Jove, 
In ihow'rs like him , rdc foaft my 
Love, 
And mingling with the waters play, 
Around ZeltnMs brcaft as they. 

Ah ! happy waves you may at latge, . 

Sport in the bofomof your Charge 
Survey her Limbs and all her Charms ; 
And wanton in her Virgin Arms. 
Be civil yet and have a care, 
You bc'nt, too Saucy with my fair, 

C 4 Your 



Your Rival I fliall jealous grow, 
Nor can one eager touch allow ; 
You wildly rove, you kifs, embrace 
Her body and refleft her face. 
You're too Officious, and prcfume, 
To wander where you fhould not come, 
You croud too thick, you ftay too long, 
You hurt her with yourltager throng :; 
Bur warm her into Love and ftay, 
It fhall excufe your bold delay, 
Soften her frozen heart and Move, 
%$tinAfe Soul to think of Love : 
£h! melt her breft, for pitty, do, 
^hat I may be as bleftas you. 



To 
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TO 
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Corinna. 



SAT, Corirmafa you find, 
Nothing in your bofomkind, 
Is it never Ids fevere, 

Or 6? ye never wilh it were. 
Yes, I read it in your eyes, - 
Hear it, know it by your fighs j 
Sighs that gently ftcal their way, 
TeH me all that you fhould lay, 
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TeU 



TeQ me when ytou fecmferene, 
You're notalways calm within ; 

Such as oft difturb the fair. 
Say, Cwinn*j& it trwt? ,; 
Say, for Fm a Lover too, 

■\..i'- 

He that's worthy to be bleit, 

Should be firft of Truth poffeft. 

Young andconftaht he muft be, '-'" *^ 



Fixt like ydii and Fond like me, 
One that all affronts can bear, 
ExiPs, Jealoufies, Defpair ; 
One on whom you may depend; 
For a Lover and a Friend, 
Plead natnow for an excufe, 
Man does naqght like this produce : 
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jufticc 
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Juftice, Madam, bids you fee, 
All thefe qualities in me. 
Juftice tells youIamHc. 
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TO A 

GENTLEMAN 

-ON HIS 

* 

Being Jilted. 

rflgfed / *Tis ftrange that you who know, 
3 What women think as well as do, 
Should in your gueffes be deceiv'd, 
But yet 'tis ftranger you believed. 
Have not you often faid that none, 
About this dam'd intriguing Town, 

Could 



fc. 
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Md fcapcyoui^owl^tey^lcri^' > 
low matcwwcnta«dwhb'Keptw1to i ; y - lt ' '• 
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Vhat Cit, or Worfbif>;df^l2ortl, 
Lllow'd for Loggings, Piiis;wb6air<J' ;-' -I*-'* <"•* 
Vhat tricks the keeping fo6¥were pfajfVH ■'' ' 
Phere, wheh,fcywIi6fflancrao 

■ r 

foint'reft, Sir, Could ybttfi deftroy, ; " 
ou ftill came in and fhar'dthe Joy. ■ >• -' : 
ut when ycu pleas\yCeep yourfelf, 
ind throw away a little Pelf, 
bur Miftrcfs's were all fo true, 
hey would not touch a man but you : 
— / AfterthisYisfomethinghard, 
hat others fhould be now preferM. 

it come, confider 'tisno more 

ban Thoufands have cadur'd before ; 

Confider 
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Cbiifiderthk win be the Trade, 

While fuch as leU their Love are paid, 
And tberc are Cullyes tobe had. 
Whilft women, if they once begin 
To wanton, doat upon the fin, 
WhUft nature teaches them to cheat, 



Or they findpleafurein 

In fhort,while men and women live, 

ThdOne wffl ask,the Other give. 
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Recovery from w Indiff option. 




HEavcn, LacirnU, 
Suffer one lb FairirflJ 
little able to fuftain, 

AlltSie injury of pain ; 
To be toucht witli a difcafc^ 

Which might interrupt her Eafc, 
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Heaven always guards the fair, 
Beauty's alwaysheavens care 
Yes, Lt/cimU is we find, 
Still the Same in face and min& 
See her Beauties ho w they fhine, 
Perfeft all and all divine. 
See how each fetirfmng grace, 

Points her eyes and paints her face ; 
The Lilly and the rofe fucceed . 
The fickly white and Glowing Red, 
Ah/ but fee that cruet Pride, 
Which we only wifhhad dy'd, 
Waits at every glanceagaiu, 
Little mortifi'd by Pain, 
Settles in her eyes and flip ws, 
Love and flie will &11 be foes; . 
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ier Sicknefs with itsfmart 

Toucht and mollified her Heart, 
Then her illnefs would have proved 
Happy ills for fuch as Lov'd j 
Had it made her undergo 
Half the Torments Lovers ktiowy 
Pity would not now at feaft 
Have been a ftrafiger to her Breaft ; 

And pitty when it comes fo near; 

* 

Tells us Paffion is not Jfar, 

Unconcern'd at Health or Paiity 

Still flic flatters her difdaiiy > 3a 

Ever fixt to be fevcrc, 

See it Lovers and Dcfjtoilf - 
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THE 
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Rcfpe&ful Lover. 

m 9 * 

MY Miftrefs is I own above 
The humble pro fick of my Love; 
In Juftice yet fhe mu&cbnfefi, 

That nothing can difturbhfcr lefe ; 
It never durft offend her Ear, . 

With what fhe is averfe to, hear : 

< 

But yielding to a jult Defpair, 
'Tis model! ftill, as fhe is Fair ; 

It wifhes much, and none that fee 

* 

£ucfiT3eauty arc from Wifl:cs free ; 

It 
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it hopes for little, naught requires, 
Nor yet dHfeover^its defifcsj - - * — 
It dares not, or it knows not how, 
To tell her what flie ought to know : 
How long I have endur'o! the Pain, 
To Lpy e,ajid whj, ♦juicf no£ o\ypmy ■■ 
To fiiia my Paffion is unEhowii, 

Or, what flie fees fh$ wiU not own J 
Or what Ihe coldly may regard, 

(aJL»rajd.^ \f'^ ... 
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THE 



Second ODE 
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OF 

■ 

AN ACRE ON. 

Tranflated out of the Greef^ 

NAturc for defence affords 
Fins to Fifh,and Wings to Birds, 
Hoofs to Horfes, Claws to Bears, 

Swiftncfs to the fearful Hares, 

To Man, their Mailer, Wit and Senfc, 

But what have Women fordefence ? Beau- 



<37) 

Beauty is their fhicld and Arms, 
Women's Weapons are their Charms; 
Beauties Weapons make us feel 
Deeper Wounds than thofe of Steel, 
Beauty kindles warmdefires, 
Stronger than tbe fieiteft Fires j 
Strength and Wit before it fell, 

Beauty Triumphs over all* 
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Written Extempore in a Tonm 

ZirfAv Almanack. . 
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Hink,brightil^rf///*, when you fee 

r 

Tbexnnftant Changes of the Year,_ 

That notliing is from Ruin free, 
And Gayeft things muft difappear. 

II. 

Think of your Glories in their Bloom, 
The Spring of Sprightely youth improve, 

4 

For cruel Age, alas ! will come, 
And then 'will be too late to Love* 



T O 
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YOU fay you never think of Love, 
Or know not what it is j 
Nor ever had defires to prove 
The fwcetnefs of the blifst 



n. 
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Tis true, you fay't, and we bdieve^ 
However ftrange it feems, 

You may not wiih, but pray forgive, 
If we miftruft your Dreams. 

D 4 
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A fleep your prejudice Is gone, 

And nothing fow'rs the mind, 

1 
Your wifhes then a pace come on, 

And force you to be kind. 

m 

IV. 

The Angels who your (lumbers guard, 
Your tender Brcaft infpire 

With Love, and Sing the dear reward 

Of every foftdefire. 



5 
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But when you wake 'tis all forgot, 

The Vifion flies^way ; 
And in the Night what power it got, 
It loofes in the day. 



Your 
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Your.Kindnefe is to Andes coo&fd, 

And dies before the Light, 
By day Clmt, then be kind, 

» 

Or be it ever night. 
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PETRONIU* 



<*4/i Imitation. 



FRuition is at beft but fhort, 
A filly fulfora fleeting fport, 
Which when we've perfe&ly enjoy'd, 
We 're quickly weary, quickly cloyM ; 
Let's then no more pollute our Breafts, 

With fires becoming only Beafts, 

Or rufh on plcafures, which when known, 

We wifh it never had been done : 

1 



(4*) 

bus, Oh .'thus left lye and Kft 
iky awayinblifs, 
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oublehere, or pain you'll find, 

leed you blu&4br heiftg^d ; 
ivR*Ptuocs, Cke, never ceafe, 
-^feafei* now, and ffcfl will pkafe, > 
f ne're decay W othw&d©, u VA 
bus, Ohrllttfr arr riVw t yyu Bur , 
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Mirth and Pkafure crown our daies, 
Spiteof what the Dotard fays, 
If the Suns mayfet, they rife 

Bright again, and gild the Skies: 
But our Day dcprivM of Light, 
Sleep fucceeds, and endlefs night 
Give me kifles, I am poor, 
ArfFundred, now a Thoufand more, 
Another hundred warm and clofc, 
Another thoufend, prds 'em thus ; 



W 



'■ <*} 

f heo die thouJaads numYousgrow, 

Js again that none may know 
3»tyou lend, or whatTowe, 

p - • 

hik I in grofs with haft repay, 
■4 ki6 Bternity away. 
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iYEOZm! Scornthclittkarts 
Which meaner Beauties ufe, 
Wfid tfinl; they can't fecure our Hearts, 
Unlets they ftillrefufe, 

* 

Are coy and Ihy, will feem to frown 
To raife our Paffions higher ; 

But when the poor deceic is known, 
It quickly palls dcfire. 



C 



Gome Wsjm. t rifle timemir , * 
Or flop ytDuknow not why ; 
w Your Bluflnf, and yjpr Eye&betny 
L What D&thyou mean to dye: 
. Let all your. nrfiidcnfiM^bcgp^c, 
And Love no more be croft, 
: Ah! CWw whon the Joys are kaown, 
! You'll curie the Minute's loft. 
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Set by Mr, King. 



F Cor inns, would Dut 



* 



What impatient Love could fayj 
She would banifh idle fear, 
And with, cafe his Laws obey 3 
She would foon approve tlic Song/ 
like the Voice, and blefs the Tongue: 



Sac* 
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Since to Silence Fm coofin'd, 
Sighs and Ogles muft declare , 

What Tcxrmcnts my thoughtful mind; \ 
How I wifh, and how d&paif ; 
All the motions of my Heart, 
Sighs and Ogles muft hnpart; 
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I. 

WHcn with Flavia I am toying, 
She with little fports gives oYe, 
KU&ag k QQt half Enjoying, 
Youth and Paffion covet more ; 
Every touch methinks fhould move her, 
And to dearer Joys invite, 
When (he knows ho w much I Love her, 
And is fond of the delight. 



Oh/ 
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Ob, I fee her young and tender, 
Feel her Lips with paflion warm, 
See her ready to furrender,} 
When her f^arsdiflblvc the Chattn: 
Banilh Flsvi* ! all fufpicion, 
All your fullen doubts deftroy; 
Truft me, there's no worfc condition, 
Than to with and not Enjoy. 
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Set by Mr. King. 
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Hofc arts which common Beauty's move, 
Corinna, you defpife ; 

You think there's nothing wife in Love, 
Or Eloquent in Sighs. 

You laugh at Ogle, Cant, and Song, 

And promifes abufe, 
But fay- for I have courted long, 

What methods fliall I ufe. 

Wo 
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W*muft not praifc your Cbarmsand Wit, 
Nor talk of Dart and Flame ; 

But fometimes you can think it fit 
To fmile at what you blame. 

Your Sex's forms, which you difown, 

Alas / You can't forbear, 
But in a minute {mile and frown, 

Are tender and fevere. 



in. 

Coriwfojkt us now be free, 
No more your Arts perfue, 

Unlefs you fuffer me to be 
As whimfical as you. 
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At laft the vain difputc defift, 
To Love refign the Field ; 

Twas cuftom forc'd you to refift, 
And cuftom bids you yield. 



^mmm^aam^*mmmm^mm^mm M^wam V^mm^i 






-t " 



E P I- 






( 55 > 



Epigram 

On a fert, Jlovenlj Satyrift. 

PRithcc W-— s doa't write Satire, 
Thou know'ft nothing of die matter ; 
If thou would'ftbe wife and dapper. 
Keep clean thy Face and dk thy paper. 
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Some Epigrams 



O E 



BOILEAUs 

Imitated. 



IN Vain,my foes have try'd a thoufand ways 
To rob my Verfcs of their little praife ; 
But if the Fools would eafily prevail, 
JLct P- r own my Works, they cannot fail. 



Another. 
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Another} 

Pity me, Sergeutt, Vm ugdone, 
To morrow comes my Tryalon ; 
BJmr comes out, and you will fee 
With the fame Cannonhe will roar, 
Which mawl'd poor Sbakeffear heretofore ; 
And now comes thundring down on me. 
Tisdone! my fatal hour is come, 
Not that my Mufecan find her doom, 
In any thing that he has laid ; 
But yet to Anfwer him, my friend, 
The task would ne're be at an end, 
Alas ! the Critick muft be reacL 



Another 
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Another; 

AS I walk*t by th' Exchange, I heard a 
brisk Fop 
Difputing one day inmy Bookfelkr'sShop, 
That BfiutMdnftoBfiV/tethiid never reply*d, 
And the£afett> ftick FsrterWs left to be try'd. 
Yes, Sirs, it was Friri «d, I've rtafoito know, 

i 

Cries Dick, let me fee, 'twas fome j years ago ; 
He added, beyond all difpute to remove it, 
He'd bring *em an hundred fair Copies to 

prove it. 
Kay, quoth I, coming up, 'tis too many, you'r* 

out, 
I ne're heard the Book went fo often about; 
You fay right, Sir, fays he, you may prove it 

your feJf, 
look up, there's an hundred and more on my 
Shelf. THE 
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Seventh Satire 
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NO more, my Mufc, fince Satire don't 
prevail, 
Let's change- our Stile for once, and ceafe to rail; 
?Tis an ill Trade, and we have often found, 
Inftead of giving, we receive the wound. 
Mmy a poor Poet, by his Rage inflam'd, : 

Has mift his aim^nd fecn his Writings damn'd, 

And 



And whcrc,perhaps, he thought he rally'd beft, 
Some furly Rogue has drub'd him for the jeft. 
A tedious Panegerick coldly wrote, 
Is bundPd up, and may at leifure rot : 
It fears noCenfures, differing or unjuft, 
And has no Enemies but moth and duft. 
But fuch malitious Authors are notfafe, 
Who laugh themfelves, and make their Readers 

Laugh; 
Whom when we Read, we blame, yet flail read 

Who think that all is Lawful they have done, 
And can't, alas / their merry Fits forego, 
Tho' every grin engages them a foe. 

A Poem foon offends, if {oo fevere, 
For each will think he fees his Image there ; 
And he who reads it, may applaud your Art, 
Yet Curfes,Fears, and Hates you leiimhis Heart. 

Forget 



(■«■>■' 

Forget k then, my Mufe, and change thyftraia 
*I*he Itch of Satire makes thee write in vain ; 
Go learn to Praife,ahd feareh among the Throng 
Of Hero% one deferving of thy Song; 
But oh I £or what would I thy Spirits raife, 

§ 

I fcarce can blunder out a Rhime for praife ; 
As foon as I indeavour thus to rife, 
My fancy flags, and all my fury dies, 
I fcratch ffly Head, I bit my Nails in vain, 
For all this mighty Labour of ray Brain, 
Brings nothing lefs unnatural abroad, 

4 

Than BUckmorfs Poem, or than C '$ Ode, 

I think I*m rack'd when Praifes muft be wrote, 
My Pen refifts me, and my Paper blots ; 
But when I am to rail my thoughts are fir'd, 
Then, only then, I know I am Infpir'd. 
As foon as I invoke, Afollo hears, 

The God is ready ftill to grant my Pray*rs : 

I think 
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Ithifljcwitbpleaftfrc and I wrjtt; with cafe, 
My Word$,my Numbers,aod tfaeSubjeft pleafc. 
Were I to Paint the Raskalof the Town, 
My Hand, beforel thinfc, writes JT— ■"* down. 
Werel to mark you out a perfe& Sot^ 
My Fen points prefently to M«-*»tf ; 
I find my Genius with my Wit agrees^;. 
To mawl a trifling Rhimer as I pleafe, 
MyVerfe comes breaking like aTcmpcftdownj' 
At bncfc you meet with B-j,Banks and Cwkk; 
With r— n> G-» », P— , #«rfa> £r<ww, 
And for one fcribling Blockhead I have nam'd> 
I find a Thou&nd more ftand ready to be 
damn'd. 

In Triumph then my Fury haftens orij 
And I in private joy at what is done ; 

* 

In vain amidft its courfe I would engage, 

To flop the Impetuous Torrent of my Rage ; 

In 
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In vain, I ikouVJ at fcaft fqme perfbns {pare ,„ 

• ■ « • ■ 

When the mad pit has iftaficrM me, youknoyr 
What follows— Fly,— if you woulfl rjiifs the 

Blow. 
Merit, however, I will always priz*, 
But F«ols provoke me, and offend my Eyes ; 
I follow 'em as aDogpurfues his Prey, 
£nd hark wheue're I finell 'em in my way • 
I know, tofcy no more, if Wit is fcarce, 
To gingle out a Rhime, or tag a Verfc : 
Or Cobble wretched Profe to numerous lines : 
There, if J have a Genius, there it fhincs. 
Thus tho ev ij Death, with all the Fears he 
brii> 






Werchov'ring oVe to feize me in his gjhafijy 
[Wings; 

Tho 



1 

ITbottcavcn fccurMmc in a laftlng Peace, 

all the City Pomp, or Countrey Eafe : 
Tho the whole world fhould think themfeivfe 

abus'd, 
At what my Pea had in its rage prodtae'd 5 
Yet merry, melancholly, rich or Poor,- 
I fhould not ce?.fe to Rhime,but writt the more, 
Poor Mafc, I pity thee, fome Fop will fay, 
Ceafe your Refer tments, and your Heats albtyy . 
The fool you raN'fh in an angty mood, 
May quench tliistiii: il of Satire in your Blood: 
But why ? When Horace and Lucilius fhew 
What wit in Vermes Quarrel ought to do.- 
The Vapours of their Choller trmsexhaPd, 

■ 

Their Satire faught for Vertue r and pr c vail^ 
With all the Tranfpbrts of a Noble Ragey 
They bafiYdand unmask'd the Vices of the Age; 

Why/ 
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tyhy / When the furious Pen of javend 
fianoVc with Woods of Bitternefs and Gall, 
Infuking freely o're the Roman Crimes, 
Aijdlafhing all the Follies of the Times, 
Yet fafely to the Laft the Wits did rave, 
Not one of them was cudgell'd to his grave, 
Why then fhould I a Coxcomb's anger fear ? 
Where do's my manner or my name appear ? 
I don't, like W — , Impudently great, 
With Rhimcs and Satires every fool I riieet, 
Or tumble o're my Ver fes in the Street. 
Sometimes indeed, yet what I always dread, 
Where Satire pleafes, I aril fore'd to read, 

Where, if they praife the work I often lee, 
They Laugh a laud at that, and Low at me ; 

I*m pleas'd with what they difapprove,- 
And will, in fhort, ftill follow what I Love ; 




(66; 

For when a pleafant Thought is once my own, 
I am not eafie till I write it down ; ... 
When with a fecred Fury I am feiz'd) 
I can't reflft whoever is difpltas\L 
Enough— No more of this-- let's breath a while* 

My Hand at laft, grows weary of the Toil, 
'Tistime, myMufe,toendfoliarfliaftrain, 
Enoughs to morrow we'll begin again. 
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infcriti.d to Mr. 



»■»■» 
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QHatopy Wit.!, yrhofe rare and fruitful 
Veiiv 
In writing ftUl is ignorant of pain, 

V 2 F Q , 
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For whom Jpollo opens every ffore, 
Shews you his Mines, and helps you to the Ore, 
Who knows fo well, in the difputes of Wit, 
Where fometimes to Defend, and where to hit; 
Teach me,Great Mafter of your Art,to Rhimc^ 
To fpare my Study, and to fave my time ; 
Whcne're you pfeafe,thehappy Rhimes attend, 
And wait your Summons at theVcrfcsend; 
They neVe perplex you, but obferveyour pace, 

And where you want, you find them in their 
place ; 

Whilft I, whom Caprice, Vanity and Whim ; 
Have for my Sins, I fear condemn'dto Rhime, 
Rack my poor thoughts in fuch attempts asthefe, 
And fweat in vain for what you find with eafc. 
When the fit takes me, dft from Morn to Night 
I ftudy hard, but fcribble Black for White, 

To 
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To draw thePifture of a perfect Beau> 

The Rhime obliges me to name B — ; 

To name aa Author of the firft degree, 

Rcafon's for Dryde»,but the Rhime for Lee ; 

Vext at thefe difficulties, I give o're, 

Sad, weary and cpnfus'd, refolve to write no 



more: 



Icurfe theSpright, wit|i which I am poffeft, 

And fwear to drive the Damon from my Bread ; 

In vain I curie AfoBo and tficNinp, 

They tjuickly tempt me from ray fete defign ; 

My Fire's rekindle, I retake my Pen, 

And fpite of all my Curies, write again j 

My Oaths forgot, my Paper I refume, 

From Verie to Verfe attending what will come. 

If for a Rhime, my Mufe in fuch a fit, 

Would frigid words and Epithites permit, 

F j Or 
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_ ... • 

Or take the next I meet, and tack 'em on, 
To piece a Line, 'tis what the reft have done j 
To praife aPhillis for zlhoufandC harms ; 

« ■ 

The next vgrfe fhewsthe Poet in her Arms j 
When C lor is is informed how much he Loves, 
The Rliime informs you thatjhe cruel proves : 
When he would talk of Stars or glittering Skies ^ 

4 

Will he not think of Cdi'faffftkling Eyes ? 

» -i 

CxYid.^ Heavens Mafter-piece^tiivinely Fair, 
. The Rhime makes Ca-lia J! ill mthout compare j 
With all thefe fhining words by chance com. 

posM, 
TbzNoun tm&Verb an hundred times tranfpos'd. 
How many Poems coul 1 1, piece by piece, 
Stitch to my own, and nil a Book witheafe. 

But when I write 

My Judgment trembling at the choice of words. 

Not one improper to the fenfe affords ? 

It 
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It ric*rc allows tbat an infipid Phrafe, 
Should juftlc in to fill a vacant place. 
But Writes, and adds, and razes what is done* 
And in four words it feldom pafles one; 
Curfe on the Man, who in a fenfelcfsfit, 
To Rhimes and Numbers fir ft confined his wit, 
And giving to his words a narrow bound, 
Firft bfthis Reafon for an empty (bond: 
Had I neVe Traveled in fuch dangerous ways, 

No Pains nor Envy had difturb'6 my days; i 
ButoVc my Bottle with a Jeft and Song, 
My pleafant Minutes would have rowPd along^ 
Like a Fat Prebend, carelefs and at Eafe, 
Content and Lazy, I had liv'd in peace* 
Slept well at Night, and IoiterM all the Day. 

From Paflion ever free, and ever gay ; 

Then limiting th* Ambition of my mind, 

I had not courted Fortune to be kind, 

f 4 refpifing 
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Defpifing all her Pomp, I fhould have known, 

No ftate of Life more happy than my own ; 
Then fond of Reft, and negligent of Fame, 
I had ne're gone tQ Court to get a Name, 
But liv'd in private, and in full delight, 

Jf no MaUtious Power had made me write. 
From the fad hour this frenzy firft began, 
With its black Vapours to moleft my Brain, 

That fome crofs Damon, Jealous of my Eafe; 
FlattqrM my Mufe,fhe had the Power to pleafc, 
Nail'd tq my Works,and adding fomething new, 
Or razing out, or ftill on the Review, 
•Still in this wretched Trade I pafs my days. 

So low, thatB canmyEnvyraifc, 

Oh •' happy B — thy Prodigious Mufc, 
jtnige Books of Vcrfc can in a year produce. 

True, 



im-r* 
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True- Rude andDull, to fomo fbegive§ 

PS. S 

A.nd feems Created in defpite of fenfe j 
yet fhc will find whatever we have (aid, 
Both Sots to Print her Works^nd Fools to read. 
If thy verfe Jingle with a lucky Rhime, 
Ne're mind the. Thought, but Profecute the 
Chime: 



Unhappy thofe who would to Seme confine 
Their Verfe, and Genius will with Method joyn, 
Since Fools have all the pleafure, who di 



».-J * 



With Art in writing, and defpife the Scnfe, 
Who always Fond of what they laft brought 

forth, 
Admire their skill, and wonder at their worth; 
WhileWits fublime their utmoftFancies ftretch, 
Jo get thofe heights at laft they cannot reach ; 



And 



ur. ' ■ 
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An(l clirconteftted ftiU at what thty ^tlto, 
Can't plcafe themfelves, when others they 
delight 5 



• » y 



What all t&e World applaud they fcarce will 

4 

And wifli for their repofe it was undone* . .- : 

YoBflcn, who foe the Ills my Mufe endures, 

Shew tac a way to Rhime, orteach me yours, 
Bufisatt liboidd in vain your care implore,. 
Teactuge Oh !»*—,- how to Rhim&po more. 



/ 

^ 



To 
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T O 

Dr. Turbcrville 

Of Salisbury* 

WHat was but little, or but faintly 
known, 
In former Ages, ripens in our own, 
The {acred Art which we did once believe ; 
Too much for man to ask, or Heaven to give, 
The bounteous God at laft to you reveal*, 
Directs your skill, and as you ufe it, Heals. 
Of old, when thick Suffufionveil'd the fight, 

'TwasDarknefsall, and ever during night ; 

The 
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The wretch defpair'd, and fought no more for 

Aid, 
But yeilded to the Horror of the {hade; 
You quickly now the Solid Clouds difpel, 
The fogs difperfe, the rifing Vapours Quell; 
You force, you irelt, you drive the miftsaway, 
And ihew the Ravifli'd Patient, Gladfombay. 
The Sun before with ufelefe Luftre fliirfd, 

On half the World, for they, Alas / were blind. 
Till his full Empire was by you rcftor'd, 

# 

And Man receiv'd the Bleffing he ImplorM, 
Lookt on the Light, beheld it and Ador'd. 
Pretenders, tho they do not underftajtyl, 
Their Art, by chance, may have a Lucky hand ; 
Yet if one fees amongft a thousand Blind 
They ftrive to help, we think their fortune 
kind. 

But 
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But when you touch, you give a certain cure, 
Speedy and Gentle, as die methods fure ; 
like Fate you Doom, and where you promflb 

Light, 
The Patient rifcs from the threatned Night ; 

■ 

Or finks beyond the hopes of human care, 
When Heaved and you confine him to Defpaif. 
A common Knowledge weak Diftcmpers cures. 
But great arekft, for fuck advice as yours j. 
And fam'd Phyfitians for a known difeafe, 
Start at the Wonders you perform witheafe, 
To you the Blind in every cafe repair, 
The Old, the Young, the 0gly and the Fair ; 
In all their wants, your Judgments you Difplay, 
The Old grow ftron&andfthe unhaadfom Gay; 
Their Sight by you defended from the rage 
Of ficknefs, force, of Accident and Age. 

Even 



/ 
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Ev'n Beauty is indebted to your aid, 
For many of the Conquefts it has made ; 
Thofe Eyes where Love before in triumph fetff, 
Remov'd, we thought above the rage of fate, 
Wore ofloc the Tokens of a rude Difeafe, 
And fcarce had left the little chaf © to plcafc j 
Hopelcfs of help, from any other powers, 
To you they come, and find relief by yours : 
At your command the Vapours difappcar, 
The Clouds are fcatter'd,ajid the Sight is ckar ; 
Their Eyesfhakeoffthe Burthen of the Nighty 
And break chro all, with the returning Light, 
With vaft fuccefe they reaffumc tlieir ftatc 1 
Arfthe Sun rifes Brighter than hp &te. 
New Graces, in thofft radiant Circles move, 
And what before we pity'd, pow .we Love, 

With 



fc 






( «».) . 

With grateful Souls your Wonders they Pro- 
claim ; 
They wifhj you were Immortal as your Fame 5. 
But Nature fhortly wili we fear decline, 
And Death fucceed to make you more Divine, 
Oh \ Could our Pray'rs th' Amighty pow'r 

Engage ; ; 
. To fparc you yet below another Age; 
Another (till wefcould be apt to crave, 
And fcarce confent to yield you to the Grave .' 

WhUftDarJqac^ f pread v awi^e^P axemen 
to fave: 

For robb'd of yot^ .'tfrigtfR^ 

Doom, • 

And Grope firc*v*EjlU'^ 

?.-..?! ^ ■ . - "t. ■ ...... 
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tan* 



TO A 



Young Lady 



Who Commanded mi 

To write Satire* 

YOurSeX, LswuU, other Theams fbould 
choofc, 
AtA not impofe fuch hardlhips on a Mufe, 
Who ne'r durft venture, yet on nobler flights* 
Than ttoofe which every tommon Rhimer 
writes j 
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Fellds, dowry Meadows, toady Woods iit<& 
Groves, > , 

The Nymphs diverfions, and the Shepherds 

Loves'.; 
But now you bid me change an Idle tale, 
To ftretch my Voice and ufe my feif to Rail. 
A thoufand wrongs provoke me to the Figtit' 
And what is mdrc,Litcinda bids me write, 

* - 

My Coward Mufe yetdurftncfctf aft h<$r wirigsf, 
Arid only what fhe can witft fafety,fings ; 
She knows that Satire is a dangerous courfe, 
And calls for wit, fubUmity atod force. 
That ev'ry Stribler ought riot to engage 
To fell on vice With defpicable' ragp j 
For virtue fuffers by the vain pretende^ 
When Fools affe& to draw iri its deferice ; 

t 

When fuch as by their Spleen and Choller fir'cf, 
On every Whim fhall think themfelves Infpir'd; 

@ Who 5 
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Who rob, the Markets, Billingfgate and fte*% 
Of names, and terms, and Curfes which they 

ufe, 
Orfurnifh'd by their breeding with enough 
Of fuch bafe matter and Plebeun fluff, 
Publifli their fenfelefs Ribaldry for Rage, 
And-pafs the cheat on a believing Age. 
Thus we have known a ftrange Uneafy fool, 
Ccfrfic fnarling up to Town from Country School 
Fall oft the World with Impudence and Noife, 
And as much freedom "as heJVhipt his B6ys ; 
None in his Brutal paffion he could fpare, 
Ev'n Vertues i^ii his infolence muft bear, 
Noraw 5 d, nor tempered, by a form fo bright, 
He grew incens'd and fickn'd at the fight ; 
Dii^orgM his fury and devulg'd his fhame, ' 
The Mob^pprov'd i^ and the Sot had-Fame. 

You 
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if oil know, tutihdt, we hf 'Satire m<atf, 
No courfe Lmfoou uncivil or obfcenp, 
Where a vile Wit fhftH nawfeous filing tifey 
Or to his paffiefri proftituto his Mufe : 7 
A Libeller might then jffetend to fenfc, 

Whole only property is Ipipudence ; 

Then common Whdtts fofc fcdlding we fhotrld 

praife* 
And Cat mfcn have a Title to the Baycs, 
No— Satire will id brighter Colours fhiney 
Her form is Dreadful, but 'tis all Divine> 
In her true fliape, fhe always will appear, 
Jufl: and Impartial as fhe is fevere ; 
The Court and State to her Remarks be long? 
She will but felclotii touch a private wrong, 
Unlefs th' Example fhould be underftood, 
Or private Errors threaten publick good. 
But where of £atfc in England can we find, 1 

A Eard of fufih a vaft extended mind ? 

G 2 Who J 
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Who, fcorning Lofs of fortune or of blood, 

Dares venture boldly for the common good ; 

Whofe Genius, fits him for the great defign, 

Where ftrength with Grace and Majefty fhall 

joyn; 
One juftly raving, and Correftly Mad, 

-■ To raife the Good and Mortify the Bad ? 

Since Drjden will, or muft not fpeak at leaft, 

There are None now, None like to be pofleft, 
No Pens rife up in InjurM merits caufe, 

And Mine muft never be the firfl: that draws. 
i 

r 

Let Love be ftill the fubjefl; of my Song, 
For Love's the proper bufmefs of the Young, 
AK ! fufFer me to tread the beaten ways, 
. Where I find pleafure ,it I meet no praifc. 



Two 
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TWO 

Letters of Voiture Tranflated ; 
With other occafional Letters. 

To Mr. Gpurdon at London. 

SIR, 

I Have had more Leifure than I defir'd, to 
fend you what you demanded of me at 
parting ; and the Winds, inftead of carrying 
away my promifc, have given me time to keep 
it. They have already detained me here this 
eight days. It would certainly have been very 
tedious if I had not brought thofe Thoughts 
with me from London, which will entertain me 
yet a great while longer. Y\\ afTure you, you 
nave your fhare of them, and that my Deft 
Thoughts are ftill employed about yoi^ or 
about thofe Things which I law by your means. 

G$ You 



( 9« ) 

^ You may well miftruft that I am pot now talk r 
ing of the Twer, or the Lyons, which you were 
pleas d to (hew me. In one pcrfono»Iy, you 
made me fee a greater Treafure than I foynd 
there ; and One yrho is at the fame time more 
Cruel than even the Lyons or the Leopards. Af- 
ter all this, you will quickly perceive 'tis the 
flountefs of Ctrltle, of whom I am fpeakihg. 
£or there is none befides her, of whom I can 
fey fo much Good, and fo much 111. What- 
ever danger there is in remembring her, I have 
not yet been able to forbear it. And to be 
fincere , I would not part with the Idea 
I have of her in my Breaft , for all that 
I have fcen of what is moft Fair, or 
mod defirable in the WoHd. I muft coofefs 
jflie is all over a very Bewitching Lady ; and 
there would not be a perfon under Heaven fo 
worthy to be Beloved, if file knew what £01/* 
was, or if her Soul were but as Senfible, as it is 
jieafo'nable. 

We can fay nothing of fier in the condition 
we know her , but that fix is the moft Lovely 
of all things which are not good, and the moft 
agreeable Poyfoq that ever Nature made, I 
fear her Wit fo much, that! was once refolv'd 
not to let you have the Verfes I fend you ; for I 
)cnow {he diftinguifhes in all things, what is 
jGood and what is ill, and that the Goodnefs 
which ought to be in her Will, is wholly con- 
Bad to her Judgment. I fhail be little con- 

cernd 
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£ernM if flic condemns them ; they arc not 
worthy of abetter fortune; they were made be- 
fore I nad the Honour to know Herjandlfhould 
be forry if had, till now, praised or blamed any 
X)nc to Perfection, fince I refervc both the one 
and the other for her, , 

As to you, Sir, I x/\\\ pot make any Excufe, 
I pretend you are very much oblidgM to me,and 
ought to take it kindly that you have been able 
to perfwade me to lend you fome bad Verfcs. 
I can aflure you 'tis the only Copy I ever writ 
twice over \ And if you know how Lazy I asn, 
you will reckon nw Obedience in this, 
nofmall proof ot the rower you have over me, 
and of the Paflion,with which I would be, 



Dover \ Decemb. . Sir, &c. 

4th. 16 $3. 
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Madam SAINTOT, 

» t 



Sent with arj 



Orlando Furiofo. 



THis, Madam, is certainly theNobleft Acl- 
Ventiife of Orlando. For now that he 
has the Honour to Kifsyour Hands, he performs 
fomething more for his own Glory, than when 
he fore'd Scepters from the hands of Kings, and 
alone, defended the C rown of Charles the Great. 
The Title of Furiofo, with which he has paft 
all over the World, ought not to deter you from 
doing him that Honour. For I am confident, 
that in approaching you, . he will become more 
Difcreet, and as foon as he fees you 5 will forget 

his 
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l?is Angelica At leaft this I know by Experi- 
ence, that you have wrought a greater Miracle 
than this, and with one WoftT have Cur'da 
Folly more dangerous than his. And indeed 
'twould be more Improbable than any thing 
ArioHo has told us of him, if he were not fen- 
fible of the Advantage you have over that La- 
dy ; and if he did not confefs, that (he would 
never have fo much need , as in your ^re- 
fence to fly to the Afliftance of her In- 
chanted Ring. All the Famous Kjtights 
in the World WGre not proof againft the Charms 
of that Beauty. She never muck the Eyes of 
any, but at the fame time flje wounded an 
Heart, and Inflam'd with her Love, as many 
Parts of the World,as the Sun Enlightens ; yet 
that Beauty was but a Pifture ill Drawn of the 
wonderful Things we admire in you. 

All the Collours of Poetry cannot Paint you 
fo Fair as we behold you ; nor can the Imagina- 
tion of Poets reach to fuch a height. The 
Chambers of Chryftal and the Palaces of Di- 
amonds, which you will read of here, are far 
*nore cafy to be imagined. And the Enchant- 
ments of Jwadis, which appear to you fo In- 
credible, arc hardly more Incredible than your 
Own. At the firft fight, to feize upon Souls 
the molt Refolute, and the leaft made for Ser* 
vitude ; to Create in them a fort of Love, 
which is fenfible of Reafon and Ignorant both 
of Hope and Defire ; to Tranfport with Plea- 
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m 

fijrettj4 31ory ? the Minds of thpfc from whom 
yap We Raviflf t Repofe and Liberty, and to 
iphtjer tfrofe perfe&ly fatisfied with you, to 
whom you never we^e but Cruel. Thefe are 
cftfefts .more ftraoge and more diftant from 
IWbabSity, than the Hiffogrtfts and flying 
£featiot$ of Jriofio, or any pf the moft Aami r 
fafefe things Romances tell us of. If I fhotfd 
continue this Difcourfe, I fliouM njiake a Book 
iargpr than this I fend yoqu But this C waiter, 
who is not ujfd to give place to ajw Man, is 
impatient to fee me Addrefs you fo long, and 
therefore Advances to Raccountyouhimfelf the 
HBftory of his Amours. 'Tis a Favour which 
you have often refas'd to me. Yet t fuffcr him 
to do it without Jealoufy, tho he is fo much 
happier than I, fince he has promised me, in re- 
turn, to prefent you with thefe Lines, and 
oblige you to read them before any thing 
cife. 

This is an Enterprife which requires a Courage 
equal to his, to undertake, and yet I am doubt- 
ful how it will fucceed with him ; however, mc- 
thinks 'tis but juft, that ftnee I give him the 
Means to Entertain you with his Paflion , he 
(hou'd acquaint you with fomething of Mine, 
and that araongft fo many Fables he fhould 
inform you of fome Truths. I know you wiH 
not always be inclined to hear them ; tho fince 

you 
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you are to be Touch' t by none of them, and 
that my refpeft is too much a Trifle to move 
your Refentment, there can be no great Dan- 
ger in letting you know, that I efteem you 
alone above all the reft of the World : To com* 
mand which, I fhpuld not be fo Fraud, as to O- 
beyyou. 



I am, Madam, 



Yours, &c. 



T O 
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Mr. WALTER 



At ROME. 



WE admir'd we heard nothing from you in 
a long time ; but by your laft we per- 
ceive you were making a Tour from Rome to 
Naples, and kept us in fufpence during your ab- 
fen^e from Rome, that you might make us more 
happy when you came back, in a Difcription 
of what you faw at Naples. You remember, 
Sir, how often IenvyM you the Happinefs you 
were going to Enjoy in the profpeft of thofe 
Delicious Countries, which gave birth to the 
beft Mufes of Antiquity. I have fince often 
wifhM my felf with you in your Pilg^unagc to 
Virgils Tomb. But 
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But now we can hear of yourbeiflgAt RomL 

Naples, Mantua, Verona, &c. without the Icatt 
Emulation. We could no longer have any ft- 
tisfaftion in treading thofe paths whieh were 
before trod by Catullus, Virgil, and Huron. For 
a Perfon of good Quality has affurM us, the 
Ancients were a parcel of thoughtlefs, inufty 
Fellows ; that Virgil can hardly pafe on him for 
a good maker of Ditties>and his Georgicfcs are fit 
only for Plow*men and Drovers. That Horace 
muft give placeto Mr. D—y ; but trufy Catufbu 
had a pretty merry way with him, tho wc 
have a great many People of Quality who are 
more Gay, and underftand Delicacy, Love and 
Gallantry much better. 

I think you never defigndtogofo far as the 
Mores, or to pay a Vifit to Old Athens ; and tis 
well you did not give your felf that trouble. 
The Greeks have utterly loft their Reputation; 
you would not have been refpe&ed a whit the 
more for breathing over the Afhes of Sophocles, 
Euripides and Menander. Homer's Achitiis, is no 
more to us now, than aDw Belli anis, andTfo- 
ocritus is oblidg'd to Veil the Bonnet to fome of 
our Sawneys and Jockeys. 

But if this Honourable Critick has been fo 
fevere with the Ancients, he is wondrous kind 
to the Moderns. He has fectfrM Vrince* Arthur > s 
Reputation,and thinks it, at leaft, fit to be com- 
pared with Milton's Paradice Left. / We muft 
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Confds the Poem ftands fair in the Opinion of 
feme Iwneft, well-meaning Gentlemen. But 
you will never forgive any Man^y what Name 
or Title foever Dignified or Diftinguilffd, who 
: ^7^c fhall draw fuch Paralels between Dr. Rr^and 
Mr. Milton, 

The Dr«is not the only Poet who is hap- 

Ey in the good Graces of this Nice Gentleman; 
e has taken on him to Praife Mr. C-- who, he 
fays, has Matter enough about him to make 
ten Virgils ; and to ftiew you he is no Niggard, 
he throws you in a Theocritus , into the bar- 
gain ; You have often agreed with me, that 
Mr.C — has a great deal of Merit, and you 
know we were very glad the Town treated it 
fo civilly at its firft appearance, efpecially in an 
Age, wnen People feemto have loft their Reliflb 
in Poetry : But you will not confent to every 
thing, die Pcrlon of Honour has faid on 
this Subjc&. Neither, I fuppofe, will Mr, C— 
beoblidg'dto one who fhall Print his Panegy- 
rick with a Libel on Virgil. 

Thus in a moment the Moderns have got the 
ftart of the Ancients : You have Traveled to a 
fine purpofe ; moft of the Advantages you pn> 
pofed to your felf by it, are deitroy'd, fince 
what can oe more Ungrateful to us now, than 
tlie Names of thofe Great Men, who made a 
Figure in the Days of Auguftus ? But for your 
comfort, there are fome of us that get feeretly 
k into 
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a corner and Read over Virgil andHww*, with 
the fame pleafureand admiration, wHjfchllfco 
an innocent Man, you may think they ftill de- 
ferve. We will with joy near yOu tMTcourfe of 
the little Remains you faw of them, and if you 
could bring us the leaft Relick of them, wc 
would find out fome plaGe private enough to 
Adore it, infpite of the Ui treatment they 
meet with. 

After I have faid fo much of thefc late Cr/- 
ticifms, and of the aflairs of Wit and 
Learning^ you may expe£t a little News 
from the Theatre ; you hear the *fown 
gives Incouragement to two Stages, and 
there is the oddeft Emulation amongtt 'em'that 
can be ImaginM. For inftead of ftriving who 
{hall get the beft Plays, they are both Ipduftri- 
ous to fecure the worft ; The Old Houfe had 
for a while' in this the Advantage of the New ; 
for they got Mr— % amongit them ; but the 
New fcornM to be out done by fuch Youngfiers, 

and engaged Mr , tho' perhaps you don't 

think Mr. D is lefs intollerable than the 

other Play Wright. However, for true fubftan- 
tial Dulnefs in Tragedy,* the New Houfe has 
indifputably the better of 'em ; no Man muft 
in this, pretend to Rival Mr. B — who has at 
laft convinced us he is capable of writing a 
Play more Infipid than any of his former. 
Thus between the two Houfcs we are every 
week presented with a JStew Menjter 7 I think 
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tfacy ought to hang out the Pifrure of it, that 
we may fee how we like it before we Enter; 
*tis what others, in the lame cafe, make a Con- 
fidence of. 

The Old Houfe about two Months ago, made 
amends for the fatigues of a whole Winter ; they 
gave us Oroonoko y a Tragfcdy, written by Mr. Sou- 
thern, with as much purity and force, as any 
we have yet had from that Great Man. I can t 
fay 'tis Regular enough, but had it been more 
Cdrreft, we fhcfuld not eafily have known 
which of Mr, Otways Plays to prefer before it. 
The New Houfe, to fhew they can be as Com- 
plaifant ibmetimes,as the 01d,prefented tis lately 
with a tolerable good Comedy, call'd, Lovers 
Ltffl^writtenby a Gentleman in theArmy: I faw 
it once, and tho I dare not vindicate it, I think 
'tis the beftof the kind we havehadfincfeyou 
left us. 

You tell me you did not gitre me a larger De- 
ftription of wnat you faw Remarkable at Na- 
ples, &c. it being Dig, enough for a Vdhime ; 
you fee I don't confider this when I write to' my 
Friends, I wifh you may as eafily excufe the 
length of this, as I would pardon fuch a freedom 
in you. I wifh you may enjoy a thoufand plea- 
fores in the Carnival which you are to pafs at 
Venice ^ and when that is over, let me tell you, 
there are no Excufes which ought to keep you 
apy longer from us. lam, &c. 

Load; Jan. 21. 1695^ *t O 
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N. B-— , Efq 



At ENFIELD. 



¥ Received from you lately a very Sententious 
* and Grave JEpiftle fuitable indeed to the 
importance and dignity of the Subjeft, being 
in Praife pf Matrimony ; but why you Ihould 
Addrefs fuch a DifcoMrfe to me of all Mankind, 
is what, at firft, I could not eafily comprehend- 
You know vfery well I Was never one of thofe 
Witty Gentlemen who are always railing at Wo- -. 
men and^ Marriage ,< as fome People make 
Speeches againft the Court, with a defign to 
get Places there, I find the Trick mifcarries 
io often 1 *nd fee fo many of thofe Satirifts 

H Vya* 
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Live with the fcandal of old Batchelors, that 
I am refolvM to make my Peace with the Fair 
as jbon as poffible. 

Yoy-were not wholly Ignorant of this difpo- 
fition of mine, when you wrote your Letter ; 
and on ferious confideration of your proceed- 
ings, I muft tell you plainly, that untefs you 
had fome further defign in it, you would have 
thrown away a great deal of very good Mora- 
lity, abundance of fine Sayinga and Quotati- 
ons to no purpofe in the World. They had 
been all loft on me, for I was as fufly per* 
fwaded before of what you fay, as I Delieve 
you to be fmcere when you writ it. However,? 
I am furpris'd at your excellent Temper and 
Moderation, for upon fome accounts 1 fhould 
have fooner expected from you a Satire, than a- 
Panegirick on a Marri'd Life •, and when yocl 
fpeak well of it, it muft be confeft you fhow 
your felf the moft impartial, and freeft from 
Prejudice of any Man, fince your own Provo- 
cations cannot tempt you to (peak againft your 
Confcience- 

TIlis Letter of yours, were k to be £ubli(h\i, 
and your Circumftances a little better known, 
were enough to convert fome of our moft ob- 
ftinate Marriage-haters ; they would fee heie 
a perfon who has fuffer'd from Marriage the 
injury of Relations, and theincotovmienceofA 
Wift, yet offering himfelf to Vindicate it tor 

the 
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die laft. This would be a ftrang* Argument 
for it, than any of thofe yqu have usM to m& 
and they would be apt to faiicy there are thole 
Secret pleafures in this bleffeq ftate, perhaps irf 
the difturbancesof it, which none know btifc 
fuch as are in it. 

My Friend Mr. Oldmxbn hasfcen your Letter* 
and joins with me in admiring the Sagacity of 
it ; he is no Marriage-hater I alture you, but 
wh^t, he fays, makes him wonder moft, is that 
being fenfible ho\# vexatious it muft be to have 
a Wife out of her Wits, ^ou fhould ftill prefer vc 
your own, and that being deni'd the priviledg 
of a Husband, you fhould never take the li- 
berties of aBatchelour;iri this he thinks yotimigtJC 
havefome relief, if you were not fo well con- 
tented, and fo much in Love with your Con : 
dition ; And you muft certainly be very well 
pleasM with it, when you are always tempt- 
ing others to Conform to the Doftrine of Ma* 
trimony, unlefs, as we are told in, fome other 
cafes; you defign to betray us into the ndOfe,that 
you may have Companions in your Misfortune^ 
and laugh at the miichief you have done* Ancf 
you give me, Sir , fome reafons to miftruft 
your intention at the clofe of your Letter, whext 
you recommend the ill NaturM Lady to me for 
ft Miftrefi* I cannot help fufpo^tingtliat yon 

H or would 
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-\flbuld be very glad to have mc as near your 
o wn Circumftances as poffible, when the choice 
you have made for me fp nearly refembles that 
which you were pleas'd to make for your 
ielf. 

Well, Sir, I agree to your fage Councels, and 
will give you the Honour of fnaking me a Con* 
vert, fince you feeip fo much to afteft it ; tho 
I allure you, I was 1 far from being in a he* 
ccfTity of your Admoniti6n : in this matter, and 
to fpeak my mind freely, i£,I, had not been 
jprepoffeft before with an ill Opinion, of my pre- 
sent ftate, your Rcafons would not ha*v$ nad fo 
compleat a Vi&qry, as you may nowboaftof; 
die fine froward Lady you wifh me to, might 
have ftill liv'd without a Servant, and. have 
loft a very pretty opportunity to fhow her 
Talent at Scolding : I wifh to God you could 
change that fault of hers, for any other* 1 
^an never beat it out of my Head, tut 
there muft be a great deal of plague in 
Noife, Peevifhnefs, &c. tho you know beft 
indeed how far that is tollerable ; an<J- 
I am refolv'd to take the Advice of People of 
Experience. 

Bring me then to my Miftrifs, asfoori as 
you-pleafe; fecure me in all her other Fair 

En- 



f"l) 

Endowments ; give mc your promifc that I 
fhall clear my felf of my Spoufe, as eafily as 
you got rid of yours, and fee if I am not 
her, and, 



l.Md.Jap$. 30. ■ , SIR, 

J696. 



Yourmoft Humble Servant, 



T. S. 
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Mr. Freeman, 



SIR, 

IF I rere, of all Men, the moft Extra va ? 
gant and Whimfical , yoti, who were 
once gi^Ity of thefamc \\ r eakneffes,(hpuld be the 
laft to Condemn me, fince the Paflion that robs 
jRie of my Reafon, has before had the fame 
effects on your felf ; you have been long 
enough bleft by it, to forget its former 
Injuries ; and were I to be as happy in my 
Love, as you liave been in yours, t Would 
aive you no more caufe to complain of my 
pting troublefome,or difturbtflgifou^ Converfa? 
tion with Sighs, Groans j Rants, and an Lmu* 
jnerable multitude of Complaint^ &c; 

I miftruft, 
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I miftroft, indeed, there are a great 
many perfons in the World who would 
believe me a very improper Man to 
make a Husband, were they to fee roe 
w.fome of thofc fits which you Ad- 
vife me to be CurM of. Rut thefe are 
perfons who never felt the Power of 
Love. *Tis true * they are Hnsbmds, 
and we ought to fuppofo that all ia 
thofe Circumflances were firft in Mm. 
We ought to fuppofe it, if we did not 
fee every day, \ that a Man may eafijy 
be an Husbend , without being a Lover y 
or concerning himfelf any farther about 
his Miftrds, than adjuftirig her Portion, 
and Compounding the Settlement* Thele 
are your Modern Husbands > and* your 
Modern Lovers ; and this is the rcafop 
why the Age is fo plentifully Stocked 
with a fort of Animals, which the An* 
tients us'd to fhew for Monfters, as we 
would now a Rhinoceros* or an Vnicorn. 
But thanks to our Stars, Cuftom has 
prcvaiPd on us to look on them with 
Ids Aftonifhment ; and even our 
Children can now play with them,, with- 
out being Frighted. 

tftnow 
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J know fome Men, who if they were 
"to Marry, I fhguld fafpett they would 
Terve their Wives, as '' a Friend of mine 
does his Books, lay them on the Shelf, 
arid never touch them , but When they 
3ye fo much in his way that he cannot 
efcape them: who when ever he favours 
an Author fo far as to faring him into his 
Clofet; we know prefently he never in 1 - 
tends to Read" him- But we that are his 
Trends are afham'd fo fee a good Li- 
brary grow mouldy for want of ufe, and 
tumble it over, as freely as if it were our 
"own Property. : ; 

.The 'negligence and difrefpeft of the 
generality of Husbands Wouldbe prevent- 
ed, if People were never to Marry be- 
fore they give fuflicient proofs of their 
Faffion, and' that Interefl: isuot theonTy 
Reafon of their Engagements : Or if the 
Proofs vit give did not lye under the fcafi- 
dal of falfe Evidences,' \tfhich you feem 
to Accufe me of; There : arc, I confefs, 
in Love, as well as Religion, a Crowd 
* of Falfe Pretenders ; and thofe wHo 
talk moft of their Sincerity, -are molt 
^ . . ■ ■ ■ • to 
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to be fufpefted. The Eftdfafiafts ifrboffe ; 
Cafes are to be feldom -Tiffed : ?tit 
though we meet with feveral Inftanies 
dT their 'Treachery , weihould net cent-* 
fure all of them for Hippocfites,-finoe: 
we muft own , that fuch as are moft 
Devout, willfome times be oblidgM to 
difcover their Flames : And by their 
Warmth and Gefture we may Diftki- 
guifti very often the True Zeal frorft the 
AfR&ed:' 

YouHnay^onfider then how far I am 
to be believM ; and I could almoft dare 
you to declare publickly , whether you 
don't think my Extravagance and Un- 
reafonablenefs (as you term it) are the 
VtiiSQr X&wful aria Reafoiiable of any 
you ever met with ; or whether they 
ever gave you caufe to miftruft that I 
Diflcmbled ? Or whether, when you 
IJefl^tt on the Advantages Corinna has 
above all other Women, you do not 
Excufe me for Loving her to fuch an Ex- 
tremity ? 

This, Sir, I think you muft in Juftice 
declare, and then I fhall never repent 
me of a folly which brings me fo many 
Satisfactions, nor defire to be Cur'd, but 

by 
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bjr the fiuae Remedies which fucccedcd 
oo you ; and I dare you further to Pub- 
lish whether in the height of my £>i- 
ftra£Hoa, I forgot oijoe my Duty to 
my Friends. 



?«uury, 17. 
1*95- 



I 3m, 



Sir, <&vr. 



j. a 
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TO 



Dr. M- — nt 



I Am of your Opinion, that Mr. Com* 
Uj fucceeded better in his Amuram- 
tiqaesj than in his other Poems. 
But he AfFefted to have a Univerfal 
Genius , and that may he the Reafoa 
why fo great a Wit has left us fo Little 
that is Excellent : We find in all his Writ- 
ings a Luxuriant Fancy ; but 'tis every 
where Crowded with trivial Points and 



Turns} the onefomctimes very unnatural,8c 

the 
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the other feldom truly Delicate: Tho yoq 
Commanded me to give you my Opinion 
on his Jnacreontiqucs, you did not defire 
me to fay any thing of his Pindar i^ues. 
You knew very well I would Excufe my 
felf if you had ; whether, I like 'em or 
not , there is fo much due to the man 
who firft Introdc'd this way of writing 
amongft us , that none , but the Pro- 
phane will venture to difturb his Afhes. 
If Mr. Rimer liad thus confider'd his 
Duty to Shake/fear, as he was the Father of 
cur Stage, he would have fav'd himfelf, 
and the World, a great deal of Trouble 
and Scandal. 

Mr. Dry den has frequently given us a 
Character of Mr. Cowlefs other Verfes, 
but he never {aid any thing of thofe writ- 
ten in imxtmon ot Anacreon . 7 lTis tru$, 
that great Poet is above this Manner, his 
Genius cannot Stoop to fuch Petty Em- 
k ployments ; But this muft not excufe o- 
thcrs, who have not his Qualifications, 
and yet take the fame Liberty to think 
thcmfelves above an Ode or an Elegy. They 
reckon them amongft the Low Poetry, 
aad nothing can plcafe them now , but 

Hcroick 7 s 
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Heroick's , Pindar iclfs , or Tragedy. I 
have known fomc wljo have fucceeded 
in a Madrigal, prefently conclude them-* 
fclvcs InfpirM, and nothing would fa- 
tisfy them , but they muft ,Venture on 
an Heroick Poem. You will fcarcc be- 
lieve me if I fbould tell you that * an 
Honeft ' Rhimine Hofier is at thi* time 
bufie in the Second Part of Prince Ar- 
thur*. I muft confefs thefe things are a- 
bove toy Reach ; and I never thought 
any Pcrlbn Living capable to pretend 
to it but Mr. DryJen y and he who 
knows bell: what it is y knows alfo the 
Task is fo difficult , that he durft not 
attempt it. I fend you , inclosM, the 
Second Ode of An acf eon in Enghfb, by 
comparing it with Mr. CoivIeys y you will 
fee belt how much I differ from him 
in his Coppying Anacfeon ; Mr. Ccwley 
confeifes he has Tranflated it ParaphraO.i- 
cally ; and you will perceive where hfc 
mingles his own Thoughts with Anscre* 
ons, he does it very much to the difad- 
vantage of the Original. Anacrton comes 
direftly on the Subjfctt he : Treats of, 
whilft Mv.Cowley turns and winds to (hew 
his Wit and Learning* 

Ap.%- 
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Jmcreth i gives us one good Thought 
th an Ode ,. Adorning it with til the 
Flowers, and graces of a true Deli- 
cacy ; and we like it much bet- 
ter than the ftrarige Variety of fome 
of his Imitators. He has in the Ode I 
fend you^Bxpreft in Twelve words, what 
Mr. Cwlty dwells oh almoft as many 
lines. Some allowance radii be made 
for the Language, but the Difference in 
Ac Expreflion i* much more difproporti. 
onate. He would hardly have run a 
JDivifion, when he came toj 
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Mr. Cowley. 

tfrifdom to Men lhe did afford, 
tVifdom for Shield, and Wit for Sword. 

Jmeteon would have been loath to 
Own, 

What Steel, what Gold, what Diamond 
Mort impaflibl© is found. 



He would have ftartled to h* vcfefc 
the conclufion of his Ode tfaas P«t*» 
phras'd. 

They are aD Weapon, and theydar^ 
Like Porcupines, from every port ; 
Who can, alas / their Strength exprefs, 
Arm'd,whcn they themfelves undrefc, j» 
Cap-a-pe, with Nakednefc. j 



This is a particular fort of Wit, whki 
I am fure is very inconfiftent with the 
Character of Jnaereon ; Nothing can be 
more Eafy and Natural than this 
Thought in the Original, where the 
Translator has been fo prodigal of his 
Points : But in good manners to the Sa- 
cred memory of Mr. Cowley y I Ought oofc 
*o fay fomuch agawft it as I could. 

Through' 
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• Through the whole Ode, Mr. Cowley ha$ 
not at all been exatt in his Rliimes or 
Numbers : If there were no other Faults* 
this would be enough to Condemn him 
in things where a fweet Cadence is one of 
the Chiefeft Graces ;But every Body knows 
Mr. Cowlefs Felicity was not his meafure. 
However, we will forgive him this, with 
a great many other miftakes, for the Beau- 
ty of his Ode upon Jge, which is a ma- 
ner-ptece ; and whoever pretends, to give 
us a Tranflationof Anacreon^ muft fettfiat 
for his Pattern. 

Thus,Sir,I have brought my Thoughts 
into as little a compafs as poffible ; you 
have them freely, and without Prejudice, 
if what I have laid will fatisfy you for the 
prefent \ hereafter you may expeft fome« 
thing more on this Subjeft, 



I am, &ci 
Lond.Dec.i$. 
1695. 



FINIS. 



